THE    TRAIL    BACK
Eat your meat (either frozen or boiled).
Tea.
Smoke.
Spread your sleeping-bag and begin to take off your
clothes.
Hang up your clothes on the drying rack.
Last mug of tea before going to sleep.
Make sure that Primus stove, needles for stove, and matches
are within reach against your awakening.
Last cigarette.
Last conversation, once you are in the sleeping-bag.
Sleep.
If you know this order of things, igloo life is simple and goes
on without a hitch. But if you do not know it, everything goes
wrong; you are late; you scramble; you cannot find what you
are looking for; the others are already in their sleeping-bags and
you have not been able to find time to eat.
Poor L. was lost. He was a landlubber on a ship, a dead
weight, in everybody's way. Not only was he no help, he was
a hindrance because he had no notion what to do and would
have done better to do nothing. In a space so small, every false
move creates trouble for someone else. But, like the Ma-i-ke of
last autumn, there was another thing wrong, and that was that
he thought only of himself. Watching him I discovered once
again that Eskimo life strips a man of egoism. L. was a white
man, therefore an egoist. cMy tea . . . my tin ... my sleep.'
But no, Mr. L,! Our tea, our tin, our sleep. Human life in the
Arctic would vanish without this solidarity among men. It is
the community that remains alive here, not the men; it is the
community that has had a poor hunting season or a good
one, that is hungry or well-fed, that has reason to rejoice or to
despair.
And so I watched L. pass through those first phases of disgust
and distress through which I had some months before passed
mysel£ But there was nothing I could do to help him. There
are no words, there are no ideas, that can convey to the white
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